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The custom built 
camera snob set 

We started off building a camera, we ended up with a status symbol. 
It’s the inevitable result of going all out to beat the competition. 
Some of these features you’ll never find on any other SLR camera. 



This simply means that you own a 
camera that is better built, more 
advanced, more accurate and more 
fashionable than anybody else’s. 
Not everybody owns one. But then 
not everybody owns a 'Rolls’. 


In the viewfinder 
you won’t find one 
of those needles 
that wobble around 
indecisively 
stabbing at some 
recommended 
exposure, but a series 
of light emitting diodes (sounds good, eh?). 

In fact these diodes are as good as they sound. 

They’re little digital figures exactly like the ones 
you’ll find on pocket calculators, from an exposure 
of 1,000 of a second, right up to one of 20 seconds, 
they’ll stand out clearly in the viewfinder to let you 
know just what’s happening. What’s more these 
figures glow brighter in dim light. 

Back to the viewfinder ... through our silvered 
penta-prism you’ll see an image that is 
50% brighter, and that’s a heck of an improvement 
on other cameras. That, and a choice of three 
focusing systems makes getting the image sharp 
childs play, even in the poorest of lighting conditions. 


The Fujica ST901 is priced at around 
£212.00. The matt black finish is a 
few pounds more. 


HHANIMEX 


This is where we really start showing 
off. In here you’ll see the end product 
of a 400 element mini computer that’s 
built into the camera. This computer 
amplifies the light received by silicon 
photocells, (by the way, these cells 
react to changes of light ten times 
faster than any other camera), 
memorizes its value, cross correlates 
it with film speed and the selected 
aperture and relays all this 
information to the trigger'release 
mechanism which it adjusts 
automatically. 

By the way, you don’t have to have 
this matt black top (it’s just that we 
rather like it), we’ll be only too happy 
to supply it in chrome. 


Something that’s not generally 
appreciated is that a lens is only as 
good as its 'coatings’. The 
interchangeable lens supplied for the 
Fujinon boast up to eleven coatings 
on its key elements. That’s pretty 
good, but what makes it unique is the 
'Electron Beam Coating’. In this 
process we use a special electron 
beam gun to vaporize the hardest 
substances, many of which couldn’t 
even be melted in the old process. 
These fine coatings are the guarantee 
of sharper, clearer, brighter pictures 
even in the most difficult back or 
side-lit situations. 


You’ll probably say "There are a lot 
of automatic SLR cameras with 
electronic shutters around” and you 
would be right. But the big difference 
with this camera is its accuracy and 
its ability to adjust so quickly. This 
means you can swing round from 
bright sunlight to dark interiors and 
still take a perfectly exposed picture, 
immediately! 

Now we know that there are a lot of 
people out there who don’t like being 
dictated to, so if you want to be in 
charge of the camera (instead oi the 
other way around) you cr- u " 


'Self-lubricating mechanism’ is 
another Fujica feature and really 
very important. It means for instance 
that you can snap super sunny shots 
in the Seychelles, or wonderful 
wintery ones in Zermatt and be sure 
your camera is working perfectly and 
with absolute precision. 


Write for fully illustrated brochure to the sole UK distributors: Hanimex (UK) Limited,Hanimex House, Faraday Road.Dorcan 


l, Swindon, Wilts Tel: Swindon (0793) 26211 
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As a squadron of Club 
International vibrators 
buzz menacingly over¬ 
head, I take much pride 
in announcing an orgy of 
fantastic photographic 
wizardry. 

Commencing with a 
wild scene in a Hot Dog 
Bar and terminating with 
the Bum Fight at O.K. 
Corral, our lurid lensman- 
ship knows no bounds. And 
the show will continue . . . 
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plans include Custard’s 
Last Stand and the un¬ 
believable 90 Minutes in 
Aunt TebbeH 

With no less than nine 
lush-limbed ladies shot 
from all corners of the 
globe and every conceiv¬ 
able angle, Club Inter¬ 
national rests its case and 
politely suggests that May- 
fair, Penthouse and all the 
rest hang their heads in 
shame for boring the pants 
off us. Roger Cook 4 * 


Cover girl’s hair by Tony Cornish at Chelsea Hair 
Fashions. Shoes by Midas. 
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■ . . when you make certain of getting your copy of Club 
International by taking out a regular subscription. Not 
only will you be given the low-down on solne of the love¬ 
liest ladies around, you’ll be entertained in a manner 
that men of the world expect: the finest and most informa¬ 
tive features, the most intriguing and erotig fiction, the 
funniest cartoons and, of course, letters that are enough 
to make the stamps curl! All you have to do is send off 
the money, and for the next 12 months, revelation will 
be yours. It’s enough to make you tear apart at the seams... 


Please send me the next twelve monthly issues of Club 
International. I enclose cheque/postal order/cash for 
£9.60 (United Kingdom) or £12.50 (Overseas). All 
cheques and postal orders should be made payable to 
Paul Raymond Publications Ltd., and all cash should 
be sent registered post. Cheques will be held pending 
clearance. Send this form to: The Subscription 
Manager, The National Magazine Co. Ltd., 22 Armoury 
Way, Wandsworth, London, SW18 1HA. 

Name. 

Address. 


BLOCK LETTERS PLEASE 
7 am over eighteen years of age. 


ALL WILL BE 
REVEALED... 
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QUOTE OF 
TOEMOIMTH 


Our thanks to A. Cole of 5 Wigmore 
Place, W.l who has since lost Doggo 
and offers £50 for his return. 




John 

Gates of Liverpool offered us 
several-alternative captions for 
the above. For example: 'Nice 
to meat you Miss-Steak 1977!’ 
and 'Offal-/y nice to meat you 
and get the inside story!’ or 
(from the steer): '1 knew they’d 
have my guts if I got horny/’ 
Yek!! (John receives £75 star 











Mizow-Qterbator 

£100 awaits the French gentle¬ 
men who sent in these sensational 
shots of his cat in action but neg¬ 
lected to attatch his address. 























The sensational Alberto y Los Trois 
Paranoias pop group pop their 
poppers this month and prove they’re 
Top of the Cocks! 
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Beauty and the Beast. . . We couldn’t resist asking the lovely Annie to enter our contest. 
The lady is a talented artist and actually made the pig’s head she wore in our memorable 
Pig Portfolio! Seemed a shame for her face to so unseen . . . 
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Photos by Cecil Beatonhismeat 


Once in a while we see no reason why our contenders shouldn’t 
be beautiful. Not that Annie isn’t well qualified as a heavy¬ 
weight. She stands six feet tall and has magnificently formed 
titanic tits, each one the size of Kojak’s head. But her size in 
no way undermines her overwhelming sexiness. She’d make a 
gay priest horny. Looking down the front of her dress is like 
viewing the Grand Canyon from the air. And that pulsating 
pussy . . . what a place to give your prick a sauna ... We love 
you, Annie, good luck in the contest and enjoy your £100! Jft 
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by Paul Novak 


Several years ago, stuck between college terms, I got myself a.part 
in repertory in my home town and foyi^ out that everything they 
say about actresses is true. Actors, too. 

It was easy for me'to get-the part. And it was even easier to 
get tlie parts - all of them private. . 

I’d been a dancer, ant they needed dancers, and I passed 
the simple'auditien easily, because, frankly,, they were % 
willing to take practically everyone who came their ' i 

way just to be able to fill up the stage. And when I saw M 

who else was going to be in the show, nothing could M 

have kept me out. There was half a cast of 50 to choose # A 

from, and actresses are a horny bunch. Actors, too. M M 

The girl whold told me about the audition and I MM 

had once had a mutual attraction we’d satisfied in M 

the lighting booth of the little theatre at university # 

the season before during a performance of T/ie I 

Boyfriend. I had a friend in the chorus who’d asked I 

me to come and see her dance, but when I’d got to the I 

theatre, all the seats were taken. She’d talked her * 1 M 

friend Cherry, who was the lighting lady, into letting % 

me stand in the booth until her number was over. » 

As luck would have it, I’d pulled a muscle in dance 4^* 

class that afternoon and it was extremely painful for me' X 
to stan d. So good old Cherry gave me her seat. It did not * 


continued on page 
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e an you imagine the perfect holiday, in sunny, sensuous 
Portugal? Well, we could, and it’s a good thing we 
went when we did. Cathy was someone else who had 
had the same idea and we were lucky to come across 
her as she was getting ready to let every inch of her body soak 
up all that wonderful sun. 

She was obviously very excited by the prospect of sun¬ 
bathing totally nude and we just could not pass up the oppor¬ 
tunity of photographing her. 

She probably thought no-one had seen her but when we 
made our presence known she introduced herself as Cathy. 
We asked if she’d mind if we took some pictures, and she 
smiled and said she did not care. With that, she once again 
began to undress so that we could get a really good view of all 
her attributes. And she sure as hell had some attributes to 
display, as you’ll see when you review these pages! 

She told us that she had a fantasy about a good-looking 
man coming along as she lay naked in the sun. At first she’d 
feign surprise at being caught but then they’d get talking. 
This man would really turn her on but she wouldn’t want to 
tell him. He always makes the first move in her fantasy, and 
it consists of a hand reaching out to her ample breasts. Then 
he would strip and lie beside her while she would kneel and 
begin to give him a massage. One thing would lead to another, 
in the way that it always does in the best fantasies and they 
would share a glorious sun-soaked day of titillation, meaning¬ 
ful glances and gentle, promising seduction. 

In the end they would retire to her place to finish off the fun! 
All we could think was that we wished we were the guy - how 
about you? ! 


















continued from page 12 _ 

yet occur to me that it might be literal. I 

could see it was difficult for her to 
manipulate the light keys for the cues 
standing up, so I said, "Aren’t you going 
to fuck up if you keep standing?” Even I 
could tell she was missing her cues at 
that angle. 

"I’ll just sit then,” she smirked, and 
plopped her arse straight down on my 
lap, kidding around. 

And at that particular moment, I hap¬ 
pened to have a hard-on because my little 
blonde friend in the chorus was doing 
some high kicks that were turning me 
on. At her last number I had found my 
cock creeping up the inside of my jeans 
while I was closely scrutinising the elas¬ 
tic edge of her dance tights, imagining I 
could really see a few pubic hairs strag¬ 
gling their way out into the open air. 
The fact that I had been longing to find 
out just exactly what that pale blonde 
mound really looked like added enorm¬ 
ously to the fantasy, and in no time I had 
a raging boner. 

But the dancer was lost in Cherry’s 
squirming, because my erection pressing 
into the opposite side of her lap was more 
immediate than anything on stage could 
ever hope to be. 

I expected her to jump up, surprised 
and perhaps a little bit affronted, but she 
just nestled in deeper. She wasn’t going 
anywhere. She ground her hips into me, 
and pushed my hard-on, still encapsu¬ 
lated in denim, back into my belly button. 
The weight of her body, inviting as it 
was, was beginning to cut off circulation 
in my legs, and the limb with the pulled 
muscle was beginning to go cold with 
ache, despite my attempts to ignore it in 
the face of what was so obviously and so 
welcomely about to happen to me. 

I couldn’t do anything but wiggle until 
she got the idea. All the time she was in¬ 
viting me with her arse to partake of her 
body’s secrets she was busy on the light- 
board slipping levers, bringing spots 
down to half and then to fade and bring¬ 
ing up a new scene. Now, though, she 
hadn’t made a move in quite a while and 
I realised she had reached a stable 
moment in the production where she 
could just let the lights ride. 

In another of those characteristic 


abandonments of all logic that plague 
my life, I opted for immediate satisfac¬ 
tion. Let me put that differently: the 
moment she was off my lap, I spun her 
around, stood up, kissed her hard, and 
pulled her body close to mine. 

"Got any cues to watch?” I whispered. 

"Not for ten minutes,” she said, with 
a frantic look at the wall clock and her 
cue sheet. And with that, her clothes 
became a pile on the floor. She helped 
me out of mine gingerly, avoiding my 
bandaged thigh, and then we were both 
naked there in the little theatre lighting 
booth. The company was just going into 
There’s Safety In Numbers. 

I grasped Cherry around the hips and 
bent so that she could take my erection 
standing up. When I first felt the head 
of my cock push past her wet portals, I 
straightened my knees and dived straight 
in. I went in all the way without obstacle, 



and instead of pumping in and out as I 
wanted to, I didn’t want to put the strain 
on my thigh and just stayed in pushing 
hard against her cervix. My balls met 
her labia majora and kept pushing in 
until 1 they were flattened in her groin. 
I strained upwards against her and held 
her body tightly against mine. I used all 
the muscles in my one leg to counteract 
the other’s inadequacy, and I overcom¬ 
pensated to the point where she was 
gasping for me to fuck her, just so she 
could feel me moving in and out of her 
hard and heavy. 

She sneaked another look at the clock 
and the cue sheet, and closed her eyes 
with a nod to tell me everything was 
still all right. Beads of sweat had broken 
out on her forehead from trying to reach 
her climax in the time remaining, and I 
knew that were she to come drastic 
measures would have to be taken. 

I took them. I saw a big black lever at 
the left side of the lightboard, the far 
end of the console, and thought its dildo- 
like shape perfect for a little rear entry. 


I shimmied her down to the console edge, 
and manoeuvred her. I licked my fingers 
wetly over her shoulder and applied the 
saliva to her arsehole, which parted 
under my fingers as if it had been waiting 
for me to make the move. I diddled her in 
and out for a few moments, an eye on the 
stage, another eye on the board, opening 
her up and getting her ready for that 
backdoor blitz she was about to receive. 
With the last remaining shove I had left 
in my good leg, I lifted her up and sank 
her down slowly on to the lever. 

Up and down she went on it and me. 
Harder and harder. I felt her body push¬ 
ing towards mine, and I was virtually 
bent over backwards. I couldn’t straight¬ 
en up because I didn’t have enough 
strength in my leg to push her up, and I 
just slowly gave in under the inevit¬ 
ability of it all. She was breathing might¬ 
ily and the perspiration poured off her 
nipples on to my chest. 

And then the lights went out. 

We fell back on to the floor panting, 
coming down from her climax, an orgasm 
that had literally blown the lights. 

For that black dildo had been the 
emergency master that killed all the 
stage and house lights in case of short 
circuit or fire. Or orgasm. When she had 
borne down upon me, the lever had 
slowly slipped into 'off, plunging every¬ 
thing into darkness. 

What happened afterwards I won’t 
relate. But I was back the following 
term, and Cherry was still my friend. 

Which is how I ended up in a small¬ 
town repertory production of Annie 
Get Your Gun. 

Things went well for the first few 
weeks of our six-week rehearsal 
schedule. First cast read-through, first 
blocking of major tableaux, moving 
people around on stage to make them 
look better, scene structuring, costume 
fittings and so forth. 

Then we got down to the serious 
business of sex. 

It all seemed to happen at once: 
there we were one day, trying to figure 
out a way to get the four guys from the 
barbershop quartet in My Defenses Are 
Down offstage and back on in Indian 
dress in seven minutes, and the next I 
ran into a homosexual orgy backstage. 

The orgy occurred the day we all got 
our costumes back from the fitter, and 
we had to try them on one last time. 
Fittings had been made individually 
before, and this was to be the director’s 
final looksee. Women were sequestered 
upstairs in the costume room, but since 
men outnumbered women in this par¬ 
ticular production, we all had to go back- 
stage behind closed curtains and change 
en masse. 

I was the lead Indian dancer in the 
show, and I had this enormously ela- 
borate costume of a hundred thousand 

continued on page 46 
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Photos by Serge Jcfrqu 
























They get turned on by the word 'BUPA’. delight’ into one of the ancient wonders 
They go to the head more often than of the world, 
they give it. First off, an older chick is just that 

They’re on canes, not cocaine. - first off. They come as easily and as 

They get stoned just by sniffing the often as a life insurance salesman. All 
glue on your toupee. you do is touch them, and they have 

They’re the older chicks in our society orgasms all over the place, some lasting 
- our Senior Citizenesses - but they as long as seven weeks — since they 
make a great lay! don’t come all that often, and have a 

When you consider all the benefits lot of built-up sexual frustration, 
offered by one of these older ladies, you Next, they don’t give you that bull- 
wonder why anyone with their head shit the younger chicks do, like, 'Do 
really together would prefer screwing a you really respect me?’ and all that crap, 
young one. Because there’s just no com- They know, these obsolete ladies, that 
parison as to what you’ll get (and what they’re lucky to be getting touched in 
you won’t get!) when you 'dip your continued on page 61 
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Photos by Serge Jacques 

Sam has a reputation around Paris for dishing out value. He 
never short-changes a customer. Once he knows what they 
expect, he sees to it that they get satisfaction. 

We can all appreciate the pleasure of a long, firm, moist 
sausage. Boys and girls alike love the feel of that full, well- 
rounded shape in their mouths. A flexible fun food to be 
consumed and consumed again. Jodi and Nicky have particu¬ 
larly acute taste-buds and a desire to consume all that Sam 
can serve up, so when the sausages run out. . . 
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by Harold Wayne 




She was something else. 

I was only sixteen, but I recognised class. 

The first time I saw her I noticed the fine little ridges just aBa 
below the snow white short-shorts. Tiny creases separated 
the pale swell of her buttocks from the smooth, muscular 
lines of her thighs. 

When I looked at the lady, I thought about my girl- 
friend, Susie, the boss’s daughter. 

Susie was nice. She was sweet and little with knobby ;,o 
boobs. But she was nothing like the lady who came into §> ^ 
the store at 6.15 every Thursday night and spent 25 ^ 
minutes wandering up and down the grocery aisles. ! e 
Susie did everything I asked of her. Since that ^ , 
night two months before when we had parked ^ 
next to the reservoir, I was able to do anything. -2 
That was the Saturday night I got off early. 2 
I finally worked my hand up her thighs and § 

c MR! 
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continued from page 20 _ 

beads and bells and feathers that had to 

he put on piece by piece, and I didn’t 
know what went where. So I left back- 
stage early and went up to the costume 
mistress’s studio, knocked on the door, 
and in another five minutes had all my 
pieces in place. 

And when I got back down to the stage 
to wait for the director to have a look 
at all of us, I found things had changed 
in my brief absence. 

Someone had lowered all the lights to 
deep blue, and in and out among the 
hanging black velvet drapes in the 
wings, I could dimly make out various 
gropings and nude bodies. At first I 
naively thought the girls had finished 
their fittings and had come down for the 
real business we had all just been playing 
at these few weeks, and then I abandoned 
that when I saw who was doing what to 
whom. Some doings! 

The main activity was fellatio. Half 
the chorus was down on its knees 
blowing the other half of the chorus. It 
would have been better looking if the 
bodies had been better, but the director 
had taken anybody he could get his 
hands on, and that meant a lot of fat 
amidst the muscle. 

I suppose, looking back on it, that I 
was more surprised than shocked, be¬ 
cause what had been a Sunday after¬ 
noon costume session had suddenly 
turned into Dante’s Inferno under blue 
floodlights. 

And around the edges were people 
like me, busy watching the action, 
mouths agape, morals a little off-centre, 
utterly blown away. 

A few more seconds and I would have 
been literally blown away. My orange 
and black feathers stood out in the 
indigo dimness, and eyes began to turn 
my way. I left forthwith and stationed 
myself in the front row until the curtain 
rose. Only then did I dare set a foot back- 
stage again. 

Strange scene, these theatre people, 
I said to myself. It was proven to me a few 
days later in a dance rehearsal. Lacking 
space, the theatre had hired an extra 
trailer out back to accommodate fast 
costume changes, and I was awaiting 
my entrance in one of the scenes when 


I chanced to look out of the stage door at 
the parked trailer. 

There, visible only in the single bulb 
that illuminated the trailer’s interior, 
was my current crush, a 17-year-old girl 
from a local high school who was my 
dancing partner in Sun in the Morning. 
She was changing her clothes for her 
next scene, and I’d caught her at the 
moment she was lifting her pullover 
over her head. 

She was bare-breasted beneath. Now, 
naked tits may not mean much to a 
jaded soul such as I, but on that barely 
post-pubescent vision, they were an 
adolescent wet dream. They were the 
right breasts on the right girl I had 
waited all high school to see. Now they 
were there in front of me, after all these 
years away from sophomore year, pink 
and ripe and jutting straight out into 
space the way a 16-year-old boy thinks 
tits are supposed to jut, and topped by 
soft pink nipples, smallish but puckered 
into tight little thimbles of erection 
that had become aroused when she had 
pulled the wool over her head. 

I missed my cue standing there. I 
couldn’t take my eyes off her, and the 
assistant director had to come and get 
me. I made my apologies afterwards, 
but not before I had seen my fill. 

And not before she had seen me take it. 

Our eyes met in the instant before I 
left to go on stage, and in that moment, 
she shielded herself, then let go of her 
breasts, turned and faced me fully, 
leaned on the windowsill of the trailer. 
And smiled. 

During the next hour we had the Sun 
in the Morning dance rehearsal, and the 
fact that she was my partner made it 
both uncomfortable and intriguing. I 
wondered how she would take my 
voyeurism. She didn’t say anything much 
to me, though, as we practised our lifts, 
where I picked her up under her arms 
and swirled her around so everyone in 
the theatre could appreciate how much 
care and attention by the costumier had 
gone into the selection of her half-dozen 
1890s petticoats. 

The lift itself really didn’t matter. It 
was just choreography to show off the 
costume budget, but I really did care 
that it should look good, because, for 
Christ’s sake, it was my family and 
friends who were going to be filling that 
audience. 

So Sharon didn’t at all mind when I 
suggested we stay after everybody left 
to work a bit more on the elevation. We 
waited until people left, and then stayed 
behind, with just one worklight on stage. 
I taped that particular section of the 
song on a cassette ten times in a row so 
we could work on the lift successively, 
like fast practice. 

Nine times I picked her up and set her 
down. On the tenth, I held her as high 
as I could, then let her go for a second 


while I gained a new hold on her waist to 
lift her even higher. It seemed better 
than the underarm lift. It seemed even 
better when she let herself slide down 
between my hands until her breasts lay 
squarely in my palms. 

I suppose I knew it was inevitable, 
that we had only been playing a game 
since I saw her in the trailer. But I really 
had not intended for it to go this far, for 
in my small home town, my inclinations 
were called statutory rape, and they’d 
bust you for it sure as cowshit dries in 
the sunshine. 

Nevertheless, my erection had grown 
so tall, and I was in such an awkward 
position holding her aloft, that the 
button on my jeans gave way with a 
snap that filled the stage. I let her 
down, and tried to button up again, sur¬ 
prisingly embarrassed at myself. She 
took over for me: but she pulled the zip¬ 
per down instead of up, and her mouth 
was upon me. She sucked until I came 
once, and then she kept sucking until I 
came again. She swallowed it all, too, 
like a practised veteran. In between 
orgasms I had wanted to make love to 
her, abandoned my caution, but when 
I had found my way up under her pet¬ 
ticoats and placed a tentative finger 
inside, I found the way blocked. She was 
a virgin. She made herself willing, but 
I couldn’t do it. I had regained control 
and knew it was a dangerous thing to 
do. So she sucked me off that second 
time, the come spurting out of me 
hardly before I had thought of it. Then 
I took off her petticoats, laid them like a 
mattress under her in the middle of the 
darkened stage, and gave her sweet 
young cunt my mouth, the only thing I 
had to give that wouldn’t get both of us 
in trouble. She tasted totally unused, 
but her little pink clithead jumped in its 
hood when I gave it the tip of my tongue. 
Her lips opened up to me like a flower 
as she became excited, and the juices 
flowed out of her like spring perfume. 
When she climaxed she pulled my head 
in tight, and I stayed there breathing 
in her scent until it became improper for 
us to lie there any more. 

The blowjob syndrome that had in¬ 
fected the chorus boys and my dancing 
partner did not end there. There was one 
last instance when I caught someone 
ministering to the skin flute, and it 
was a result of my investigating muffled 
'oohs’ and 'aahs’ among the fabric rem¬ 
nants in the costume room. I sneaked in, 
knowing what I was going to see, but 
not yet whom. I found the leading lady, 
Annie, giving superb head to the leading 
man, Frank. He had an erection that 
would have choked a horse, and she was 
taking it to the hilt. 

Or should I say to the hammer? Be¬ 
cause it was very obvious to me standing 
there that Annie had got her gun. And 
was loving it. 
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Are You Up To It? 


Are you up to hearing more about the sex therapist, Martin Cole, who 
astounded us all with his controversial use of surrogates? Up to hearing the 
dangers involved in the threesome stakes? Up to reading the raunchiest 
ghost story of all time and then seeing pictures of the raunchiest show in 
town? And that’s just a small taste of what’s inside this month’s issue of 
Men Only. You’ll have a peep at some very saucy Valentine cards as well as 
seeing many beautiful girls, seductively adorning their bodies especially 
for you. So buy your copy now for the very best in men’s magazines! 
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Now what, indeed! For years you’ve 
been screwing this bird in your flat. She 
was a great lay. A fun person. Great 
looking. Gave terrific head. You’ll miss 
her. But then! You remember. She was 
also - married! Uh, oh. What was that 
her husband did for a living? A butcher 
or something. You can already picture 
your balls hanging in the window of 
your local purveyor. You have to act 
fast. But what to do. What???? 

Relax, it Happens Every Day 
Not to worry. You’re not the first cat to 
have a chick kick off while in action, so 
let that be your first comforting thought. 
(Your second is to remember that her 
husband wasn’t a butcher after all, but a 
hairdresser.) And you also remember 
that those other guys who had it happen 
to them didn’t come out too bad. In fact, 
you can’t think of ever reading in the 
newspaper about the old croak-in-the- 
cunt situation. Why? Because the smart, 
hip guy knows exactly what to do. And 
this is it: 

First, Make Sure! 

Maybe she - or he - or it - isn’t dead! 
Poke the deceased gently with an ice 
pick and see. If huge chunks come off, 
rigor mortis has set in. 

Keep a Souvenir 

Hell, you’ve been going steady with this 
lady a long time - you deserve a little 
memento of your relationship to re¬ 
member her by, right ? Nothing her family 
will ever miss. Just the money in her 
purse, her diamond ring, her watch. 
Maybe even a toe or two you can easily 
add to your charm bracelet as a lovely 
souvenir. All right. Done. Now what? 

Getting Rid of the Body 

If you live in the country or suburbs, 
this is no problem. Just think about it for 
a while - your native ingenuity will 
suggest the obvious solution! But if you 
live in a high rise block of flats about 176 
storeys tall, with 2986 apartments, it’s 
not easy to explain a body, especially 
since you probably only have rubbish 
collection once a week. If it’s winter you 
can keep it around a few months - and 
your caretaker will be happy not to 
supply heat. In summer, however, that’s 
a different bag. But the body can be 
disposed of, cleverly and completely. 
Here are a few ways: 

(1) Pick her up. Turn your stereo up 
loud and 'dance’ the body out of the door 
to a taxi, humming a catchy tune as you 
go. Everyone will assume she’s just 
drunk - like all those other birds you 
date. Just put her in somebody’s parked 
car - then it’s their problem. 

(2) Dress her up as a Girl Guide and 
put her outside a neighbour’s door. Ring 
the bell - and run! (Records show that 
Girl Guides disappear 97.5% of the time, 
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and 98.3% are raped first, so the police 
will quickly buy the whole act.) 

(3) Put a Lord Lucan mask on her, 
call the police and collect the big 'Miss¬ 
ing Person’ award. 

(4) Sew her in a flag and throw her in 
the ocean, singing For Those in Peril on 
The Sea as you do. 

(5) Wait until there’s a big party in 


the next flat. Then lug her into the 
bedroom and throw her on the pile of 
drunks and coats. By the time they find 


her, you’ll be well into your next affair. 

(6) Shoot her - and claim she was 
trying to break into your flat. 


(7) Wait until Hallowe’en, then lean 
her against a neighbour’s door. Yell 
'Trick or treat!’ and run. 

(8) Call a doctor - any doctor - and 
tell him his patient is seriously ill, and 
he’d better get his ass over before you 
charge him with malpractice. (Doctors 
are so overworked they’re easily con¬ 
fused and won’t bother checking to see 
if she’s really their patient.) With luck, 
the doctor will come over, examine the 
patient and say she is 'fine and improving 
steadily’. He’ll give you a prescription - 
and a perfect alibi! 

(9) Take her back to your office in 
the dead of night. Put her in the office 
of your boss. In a few days he’ll be in the 


slammer - and then you’ll be the boss! 

(10) If you want to get out of paying 
your rent - and who doesn’t? - put your 
clothes on her and some of your identifi¬ 
cation papers. Then just move out. The 
Landlord will think you’ve turned drag 
queen - and were killed by another gay. 

(11) (This one is hard to believe, but 
many dumb cops will swallow it!) Put 
a bathing suit on her, call the police and 
tell them the body just washed ashore. 
It’s so weird, they’ll buy the story - 
even if you live hundreds of miles away 
from the sea. Why? Cops don’t want any 
problems, because it looks bad in their 
record come promotion time. 

Of course, if you live above an under¬ 
taker’s, you’re home free. What funeral 
director ever counted the stiffs lying 
around the joint? 

Preparation is Everything 

Why wait until the last minute? If you’re 
really socking sex to your married lover, 
the odds are she’ll die of something while 
you’re giving her a good going over, say 
with that macho 12-foot whip. After all, 
Fatty Arbuckle’s girl konked off just by 
being balled by a coke bottle - and they 
didn’t even have the giant gallon size 
in those days! Not only did Fatty pay 
for the oversight of not being prepared, 
but he didn’t even get to keep the refund 
on the bottle due to the shitty publicity. 
So be wary! 

Or, Make a Clean Breast of It! 

The uninspired lover will panic and run 
screaming to the late loved one’s hus¬ 
band and blab and cry away the whole 
sordid story. But this is the last resort 
only! Her husband might be a bit pissed 
off at learning you’ve been dipping your 
dork into his personal property all these 
years. However! You might have some 
luck here. Most husbands (81-6 per cent 
acording to the latest figures) won’t miss 
their wife at all - and may actually be 
grateful to you! If you can find this out, 
you’ll spare yourself a lot of grief. Here’s 
how you accomplish this: 

Stash the body in a closet and casually 
drop around to your former girlfriend’s 
home, disguised, say, as the milkman. 
Tell her husband his wife owes you 
£300 for past milk deliveries (might as 
well make a few quid). Then listen care¬ 
fully to his answer when you ask if the 
mistress is at home today, sir? The 
perceptive Lover of the Late Lamented 
will immediately sense how solid the 
husband/wife relationship was, and can 
act accordingly. For example, if the 
husband replies . . . 

'Haven’t seen the fuckin’ broad for 
three days. Hope the hell she died in 
some guy’s apartment or somethin’!’ 

... Then you know you’ve got it made. 

You simply wait until dark, dump the 
body on her lawn, call the police and 
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continued from page 37 _ 

hers. I ran my tongue over her 

teeth like I always did. I played 
with her hard little breasts. I 
loved the way her nipples always 
turned to rock. I’d run my teeth 
over them and they’d become 
impenetrable - like iron. 

That night she didn’t stop me. 

She didn’t take my hand and push 
it back down to her knee when I 
rubbed my fingers over the silky- 
soft thigh that I adored. 

When I tore the whisp of 
panties from her middle, only a 
faint cry squeezed from her 
throat. Instead of pushing her 
hands against my chest and shov¬ 
ing me away, her lips closed over 
my tongue. She sucked. 

As the tip of my forefinger ran 
the tight ridge between her 
movie-star-type legs, I felt the 
skin give beneath my touch. 

Other fingers barely touched her 
pubic hair, and her bottom shifted 
against the plastic seatcovers of 
my three-year-old Chevy. 

"Karl!” she said. It was a 
whispery, loving word. My name. 

She said it like it was the last word she would utter. 

I slid my finger in and was amazed at its instant moisture. 

Before this time I had been with two whores. Both were 
older women. Almost 40. They were leathery to the touch. 
They didn’t like me to stick my finger into their cracks. They 
said it gave them 'the itch’, which didn’t make me feel too 
good about making love to them. But they were better than 
nothing. Both had to use Vaseline before penetration. They 
lay still while I did all the work. 

Susie’s cunt was delicious to the touch. By the time I’d 
worked my finger in and out five times, while my tongue and 
teeth played with her sculptured nipples, I’d come in my pants. 

Her body worked up and down, around and around. I 
moaned. I hoped she couldn’t tell. I was damned if I would tell 
her. I held my breath for a moment. 

As soon as I came, I went soft. I pulled my finger out of her. 

But she didn’t stop moving. She said, "Karl!” the same way 
she’d uttered it before. She began unbuttoning my shirt and 
running her nails down my chest. She kissed my nipples. 

My hard-on reappeared, pressing tighter than ever against 
my jeans. I knew that I would be good as I tasted her new and 
different, sweaty and animal-like odour. The mixture of per¬ 
spiration, perfume, and sexual excretion made my nostrils 
work feverishly. 

Suddenly, she pushed back an arm’s length. Before I could 
say a word, she worked the dress up and over her head. She ex¬ 
posed tiny features, like a doll washed in moonlight. I sat with 
my back against the door and stared at her and finished un¬ 
buttoning my shirt and sliding my pants to the floor. 

She bent forward, kissed my hairy leg, and moved her 
nibbling lips. When she tasted the tip of my penis, she looked 
up and into my eyes. "You taste good,” she said, and tilted her 
head back towards the object of her affection. 

I knew I was on the verge of exploding when her lips traced 
the thin skin and her teeth barely nicked the head of my 
swollen penis. - 

As quickly as she had gone down, she leaned back. She was 
completely silent now. 

Awkwardly, I found my way with her help. I sank into her 
dripping box. The flesh devoured me like a molten pot of red- 
hot honey. Involuntarily, I groaned aloud. 
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When I moved inside her, she 
pounded away. Her hips could 
not be still. Less than a minute 
later, I exploded within her. 

Rising to my elbows, I looked 
down into her flushed face. Her 
pert nose was cuter than it had 
ever been. Her small face, framed 
in red hair, was contented. Her 
eyes shone with a damp happiness. 

We saw each other every day 
for two weeks. Every evening we 
made frantic love in the car. Her 
father looked at me sternly every 
night when I picked her up. 
When he came to the store he 
stared at me unmercifully. At 
last I began to think that he 
knew, but Susie continued to 
insist that he did not. 

After a late night of arguing, 
I didn’t see her for a week. 
When she came in to the store, 
I found jobs to do in the stock- 
room at the back. I peeped out 
two or three times and saw her 
looking up and down the aisles 
for me. I refused her telephone 
calls. When she phoned me at my 
parents’ home at night, I hung up 
on her. During that week, I must have jerked off 15 times. It 
seemed like every time I went to the bathroom I thought about 
Susie and her pretty little hard boobs and her downy-haired 
little cunt pressed into the seat of the Chevy. 

When Susie’s Dad came into the store on Thursday after¬ 
noon, he stayed in the manager’s office for more than an hour. 
When he came out, the tall, grey-haired man walked straight 
to my working area. 

I was stacking French-cut string beans when he said, 
"Karl, how are you doing?” 

"Very well, sir,” I managed to say, and at the same time 
the lady in the tight white short-shorts entered the front door 
with a tight see-through halter clasped around her healthy 
breasts. Watching her step in the four-inch high-heeled shoes, 
I know my face went pink. 

When Susie’s father saw the woman looking up and down 
a shelf of first-aid supplies, he said, "Help the lady, Karl!” 

I walked towards her. I examined her from the exquisite 
heels pressed colourlessly against the shoes to the narrow 
ankles and the sinewy firm calves to the tiny valley behind her 
knees to the full, blossoming thighs to the thin creases to the 
bulging white balloons of buttocks. 

When I stepped within a foot of her, she pivoted. Her 
brown eyes widened. 

Stopping abruptly, I opened my mouth but said nothing. 
I studied her perfectly painted full-lipped mouth. 

The pointed tip of her pink tongue broke the seal of her lips 
and slowly, tantalisingly, outlined her upper lip. 

She spoke in a husky voice delivered from deep in her 
throat. "I’m looking for those teeny-weeny feminine napkins,” 
she said. 

I stepped back. I nodded. Nobody had ever asked me for 
sanitary towels before. I looked around. I knew where I had 
stacked them that morning. I found the small box, and without 
speaking handed it to her. 

"Thank you,” she said, smiling widely and staring at me. 

Nineteen minutes later Susie’s father beckoned me into the 
office over the intercom. 

When I answered, he told me to pack up the lady’s groceries 
and carry them home for her right away. So I went. _ 
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that intimate place by anything other 
than a gynaecologist’s tool - and they 
respect you for giving it to them. In fact, 
they will even pay you with cash, gold 
watches belonging to Ramsay Macdonald 
and original ferrotype photos of the 
Boer War, taken by their first boyfriend, 
General Smuts. All these items are 
valuable, and can be exchanged for more 
modern and practical things like grass, 
coke and booze. 

Now consider the cost of dating an old 
doll. Do you spend 25 quid on them for 
dinner? Hell, no! Their doctor said they 
can only eat Complan, anyway, and that 
goes for about 30p a jar. Besides, their 
doctor also told them they have to he 
in bed by seven p.m., so that rules out 
dinner - and also gives you a great 
excuse to take them home and put them 
to bed quickly. 

And where do you take them after 
you’ve picked them up from some park 
bench? To a hotel room that will set 
you back at least another five quid? To 
a cheap motel for old folks called The 
Half Inn? Hell, no, again! You go right 
to her home! She lives alone, of course, 
since her husband disappeared while on 
a holiday trip with Gordon of Khartoum. 
She does have a cat, but cats get laid a 
lot themselves and are seldom home. 

Unless she’s having an attack, you 
will probably need some sort of bullshit 
line to give her to get her to her home. 
No matter how old the broad, they still 
go through a romantic facade of needing 
a rationale for getting picked up. If you 
can literally pick her up while she’s 
lying there on the ground, you’ve got a 
natural excuse. Otherwise, youfil need 
some sort of opening remark, like "My, 
you remind me of Clara Bow!” (Actually 
she looks more like Clara the Cow, but 
you’ve got a foot in the proverbial door, 
so to speak). Next, you invite her to a 
movie, knowing full well she can get in 
cheap on her pension book. You also 
know that the queue outside the cinema 
is so long she won’t be able to stay awake 
long enough to get in, so you can devote 
your time to 'getting in’. 

So already this evening you’re about 
50 quid ahead versus dating a young 
cunt. And the fun hasn’t even begun! 

At last you get to her flat. She offers 


you a drink. Now you’re ready for an 
evening of amour, or at least a few 
minutes of sex before she falls asleep or 
passes away completely, whichever 
comes first. 

By now you’ve got an idea of what 
'her thing’ is. It could very easily be 
the bondage kick, because at her age 
doctors are always strapping her to a 
table for something or another. You can 
do this easily, using dental floss, since 
she’s no doubt as weak as hell and can’t 
put up a struggle anyway. (Don’t bother 
spending 20p on dental floss, since her 
medicine cabinet will be full of the stuff, 
next to her spare false teeth, Steradent 
and batteries for her oxygen tent). 

Or, you might try the discipline ap¬ 
proach. This will consist of taking away 
her crutches, or shouting in her hearing 
aid: 'If you’re naughty, dear, we won’t 
play "The Brave Hunter bites the beauti¬ 
ful Beaver”!’ (You don’t really want to 
play this anyway, since the 'beautiful 
Beaver’ looks as if it had been already 
bitten to death, by a pack of wild dogs). 

And then, you remember! That little 
gift you had bought for her! You search 
frantically for it in your suit, and finally 
find it. You hand it to her. She whimpers 
with glee and dashes off to open your 
thoughtful gift. She emerges a few 
minutes later wearing it. Candy Pants. 
Those new underwear briefs actually 
made of candy. Made to be eaten. You 
grab her, and help her over to the bed. 
(If you’re a Boy Scout, this is worth 
three points towards your Merit Badge). 
You help her undress by unbuttoning 
her buttons. This takes 20 minutes, 
because you’ve never unbuttoned a pair 
of high-laced boots before. Then you 
lift her tenderly on to the bed, remember¬ 
ing how Marcus Welby did it on TV. 

Naturally, you’ve remembered to 
bring your battery-operated vibrator, 
because you certainly don’t want to 
risk using your own sexual organ! You 
might catch senility, or some other 
disease of the aged. In the dark she 
reaches out wildly, and grabs it. Sudden¬ 
ly she screams, 'Oh my God! I broke your 
cock off! I’m sorry!’ You reassure her 
by saying. 'That’s all right. I can get a 
new one transplanted for £500. Er, do 
you have your cheque book handy, 
darling?’ But now she’s fascinated with 


the vibrator, having never seen one. 
She rubs it on her shoulder - and wouldn’t 
you know ? It feels great- on her arthritis! 

After a few more hours of rubbing 
her with the vibrator, trying in vain to 
find an erogenous zone, you’ve finally 
managed to get her slightly interested in 
the matter at hand. You pull her to¬ 
wards you and mutter sweet nothings 
in her hearing aid, words like, 'Rate 
rebate!’, 'Butlins!’, 'Shoveha’penny!’ and 
the phrase that really turns an old 
bird on: 'Max Bygraves!’ 

At this, she comes all unglued and is 
really on heat. You can tell, because her 
varicose veins have lit up like a road 
map of Spaghetti Junction. Now in hot 
passion, you reach out and grab her tit. 
Or was it your own tit? It was hard to 
tell the difference. 

She coyly fights you off, saying in a 
pant, 'You silly boy, you remind me so 
much of Lord Attlee!’ And she adds, 
'What if my neighbour should come?’ 
This is highly unlikely, since her neigh¬ 
bour is a 97-year-old and hasn’t come 
since the Boer War. But you make a 
mental note to date the 97-year-old if this 
evening fails. 

Finally you get her pinned down and 
tear off her new Candy Pants. You’re 
about to eat them in simulated ecstasy 
when she screams, 'No! Don’t!’ And a 
good thing you listened to her. The 
Candy Pants have already developed 
diabetes! 

So you didn’t get laid this time. 
There’ll be other times, because there’s 
no competition. No hot-blooded young 
stud’s after this one! No guys to fight 
over her affections - and afflictions. 
Your lady will always be awaiting you, 
with open arms, open wallet, and open 
sores! 

So while all those smart-ass young 
assmen are devoting their time to trying 
to screw young chicks - and paying 
through the nose for the privilege - 
you’re in 'Hog City’ cuntwise. You’ve 
got a broad who will do anything to you 
and for you. You’ve got it made in the 
shade! 

One final note. You can easily meet 
those old broads! Yes, all you do when 
you spot one in their usual habitat (near 
hospitals and the cemetery) is to rush 
up and give her a big kiss. Nine out of 
ten will immediately accept you, because 
they think you are a nephew or some 
relative they’ve long forgotten. The other 
one will scream 'Rape!’ and cops will 
run up. But you’re home free, baby! 
Because you have the perfect excuse. 'I 
was only giving this lady mouth to 
mouth resuscitation, officer!’ 

So instead of getting ten years in 
Wormwood Scrubs, you get a Good 
Citizen Award, which you use to show 
the next old broad that you’re a respected, 
trustworthy citizen worthy of their trust 
and truss. 
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I followed her, watching her legs and buttocks every step 

of the way to her side door. In the kitchen, she took one bag 
at a time and placed them on the counter. 

"Can I fix you a drink?” she asked. 

I hesitated. I glanced at the clock on her wall. 

"Your boss said you could help me put bulbs in my sockets,” 
she said, her lips parting smoothly and sensuously as she spoke. 

I nodded. 

She mixed two bourbons and Coke. She made them stiff, 
and I was glad. I was not much of a drinker, but I was as 
uptight as I had ever been except for the first time that I 
visited the whorehouse in Columbus. 

The lady said coolly that her name was 
Ann Agee as she sat on the leopard-skin 
sofa and crossed her naked legs and 
sipped her drink. 

I drank the bourbon and Coke quickly, 
then I sucked on the ice. 

"Let me fix you another,” she said, 
standing up quickly. 

"I’ve got to get back.” 

"Your boss said you could stay for a 
while,” she said, taking the glass from 
my sweating hand. 

She pulled the chartreuse drapes that 
matched the dark green carpet. And she 
turned down the bamboo jungle-style 
lamp until the low-level light cast sha¬ 
dows across the room. 

Handing me the drink, she spilled 
several drops on to my shirt. She made 
a fuss and lowered herself close to 
She flipped open the top button of my 
shirt and asked my age. 

"Eighteen,” I lied. 

"You look much older,” she said, 
looking deep into my eyes. 

She opened my shirt to the navel. 

She spread the opening with her fingers, 
scratching her painted nails lightly against my skin. 

Goosepimples popped over my chest and arms when she 
said, "You’ve got a nice chest.” She mouthed each word dis¬ 
tinctly, her lips puckering as she spoke. 

Again, looking directly into my eyes, she whsipered, 
"Will you kiss me?” 

I didn’t say a word. I couldn’t speak. I looked into her eyes. 
My own eyes watered as she came closer and closer. She 
moved slowly. Tantalisingly. Her tongue was like a playful 
snake as it licked across my lips, opening my mouth, toying 
with my teeth. I breathed heavily through my nose. I closed 
my eyes. I allowed her to guide me. 

The taste of her was different. She wore only a dab of ex¬ 
pensive perfume, which transcended all other smells. Her 
tongue tasted like a ripe pear in late fall, juicy and succulent. 
And it never stopped moving. 

A surprising lady, I didn’t know where she would kiss next. 

She worked her way downwards slowly, shucking my pants 
to my ankles but never touching my erect love stick. She slid 
off my shoes, skinned my socks off, and rolled my trousers 
from my feet. 

Looking at me with those big brown eyes, she extended 
her tongue between my largest toes. 

My leg muscles tightened. I literally jerked in a spasm. 


She sucked my big toe like she was a baby with a rubber 
comforter. I could hardly believe it. 

A tingling sensation worked its way up my legs, into my 
buttocks, and settled in my scrotum. I thought my balls were 
blowing up. 

Stopping quickly, she began something else. She ran her 
hands up my legs to my hips, then shejumped backwards and up. 

Bumping and grinding, she exposed her large but firm 
breasts inch by slow inch. The thimble-sized nipples stared 
straight at my eyes. 

Lowering her fingers to the backs of her thighs, she squat¬ 
ted slowly. She rolled her bottom. Then her hands came to¬ 
gether to cover her twat. 

Moving as if in slow motion, her hands fanned out again. 
They rose to her navel and slid into her shorts. She unsnapped 
them and at a snail’s pace lowered them, finally exposing the 
tiniest pink panties I had ever seen. 

Through the film of the panties I could clearly see the golden 
pubic hair and an inviting, almost beckoning, slit. 

Looking like those technicolor pic¬ 
tures of Marilyn Monroe from the mid- 
50s, she was an exact replica of the way I 
had always pictured the movie star in 
my imagination. She was flawless, wear¬ 
ing only high-heeled shoes. 

She wiggled her breasts as she moved 
towards me. I gasped as her head dropped 
and her gracious lips enveloped the head 
of my throbbing organ. Her tongue, 
burning like a small hot coal, pushed 
its way into the crack in the head. Dart¬ 
ing in and out, the tongue suddenly 
stopped as my hips jerked. 

I moaned and she said, "Don’t rush it, 
baby,” and her long, delicate fingers 
reached out across the flat plain of my 
stomach. The nails, dark and red and 
sharp, touched the premature growth of 
hair that fluffed around my scrotum. 

My hips rising from the sofa, grey 
spunk shot a foot into the air. Then 
again. And again. 

Quickly, she put her mouth over the 
geyser and caught the thick fluid. She 
tongued the red-hot head of my dick like 
it was the sweetest sucker in the world. 
She lapped at my rod, which never 
softened. When her lips slipped away from my penis, the organ 
sprang upright like a thick beet-red flagpole. 

Standing, Ann Agee took my hand and led me to the bath¬ 
room, where we showered together. 

She led me to a darkened bedroom and laid me upon the 
king-sized bed. She took my penis into her mouth and her 
tongue drummed against my testicles in a gentle but regular 
rhythm. After I had exploded the second time, she 
wiped up the spillage. She brought two steaming rags from 
the bathroom and wrapped them around my penis and scro¬ 
tum. I jumped. She spoke to me easily and huskily. 

"Do me,” she said, turning on to her back and opening 
herself to me. 

I walked my lips over the mounds of her breasts, I circled 
around the nipples. Finally, I began to suck: first one, then the 
other, giving each time and attention. 

I was patient with her. I enjoyed her deep moans. I loved 
the relaxation. 

Her fingers constantly ran through my hair, massaged my 
brain, made me know she adored my loving. 

I went lower and lower. I ran my tongue down her thighs, 
feeling her legs open wider. Her deepest sigh came when I 
sucked the goosepimples of that pliable flesh between my 

continued on page 76 
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"Worst case of diarrhoea I’ve ever seen.” 
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after the gathering, they felt very warm indeed. Young, curious 
and members purely for a lark, not by necessity, they had come 
together to come together. 

The problem at hand was to find a spot. Mutually they had 
agreed that hotels and motels were boring, parks and alleys 
prohibited by the temperature, and their respective houses 
out of the question since they both lived with their parents - 
or claimed to. 

Geoff appeared to be the quiet type, speaking only when 
absolutely necessary, content to grant his muscular frame a 
free hand in making introductions, clearing paths and settling 
arguments. Karen, on the other hand, was a veritable cauldron 
of enthusiasm who had a tendency to erupt rather than merely 
speak. Together, they created an ideal match in search of a 
place to ignite. 

Still hand in hand, they rounded the corner of 66th Place 
and, momentarily dumbstruck, stopped dead in their tracks. 
There, parked on a block full of weary Chevys and Pontiacs, 
six family houses and unfulfilled dreams was a gleaming black 
Rolls Royce. Geoff drew a deep breath 
that could have easily been taken as 
theatrical and as Karen fought valiantly 
to contain herself, they cautiously ap¬ 
proached it, as one would a bomb which 
threatened to explode. 

"I can’t believe it, what’s it doing 
here, who does it belong to? My God, it’s 
gorgeous! It’s bigger than our apart¬ 
ment!” Karen, for the first time that 
night, seemed to have a difficult time in 
speaking. Geoff however, true to form, 
stood shaking his head mumbling, 

"Beautiful, beautiful.” 

Acting as if she fully expected to be 
bitten, Karen gingerly reached out and 
touched the rear door, running her long, 
sleek fingers over its surface. "It feels 
like glass, there’s not a speck of dust on 
it. I’ve wanted one of these ever since 
the day I found out they existed. I sup¬ 
pose that everybody does, but with me 
it’s an obsession.” 

Geoff just stood there quietly and 
listened. "I remember one time, when I 
was about 17, a few of my friends and I 
were up at the park hanging around, bored stiff and getting 
high. We walked into the parking lot by the picnic area and 
there was a shiny Rolls sitting by itself over in the corner. 

"Well, we flipped out, it was so beautiful - it probably 
belonged to a dealer or something but, man, we didn’t care, we 
damn near licked every inch of it. We were all pretty far gone 
and one of the girls said that if it had had a cock, she would 
have blown it.” Karen laughed, almost embarrassed by the 
touch of devotion in her tone. 

"Anyway, I picked up on that and said that it might not have 
a cock but it sure had one hell of a prick and that I was going to 
ball it. Now that I think about it, I must have been really 
wiped out because I pulled my pants off right in front of every¬ 
one, climbed up on to the hood and then tried to fuck myself 
on the hood ornament, you know, this chick here with wings.” 

She had moved to the front of the car and stood gently 
stroking the gleaming statuette as she spoke. "The Spirit of 
Ecstasy they named her. If they had only known that one day 
some crazy chick would turn her into part of a $50,000 dildo. 

"Two of the girls helped me keep my balance and damn if 
I didn’t get it in. It hurt like hell but, Geoffy boy, dripping and 
limping for a few days afterwards was worth it. 

"They started getting into it too, and while I squatted, 
Missy started playing with me and Bess reached up and 
squeezed my tit. The whole scene was so intense that it just 
seemed to come naturally.” 


Discreetly, Geoff had begun playing with himself, grinning 
broadly as he listened. This had all worked out much better 
than he had thought it would. In addition to all her other 
desirable attributes, she had a sort of Rolls fetish. Phase two 
approached. He remained patient. 

"I tell you, Geoff, I was absolutely wild. While they played 
with me I started rubbing my clit and licking my fingers, then 
I started yelling, 'I want to suck a cock, a big meaty cock!’ 
If there had been any cops around I probably, actually we 
probably, would have got locked up. Or maybe,” she winked, 
"taken to the back room.” 

Karen finally realised that she had been doing all the talk¬ 
ing and so she stopped to see whether or not her friend was 
still around. He was and to her heart-stopping delight had 
somehow managed to get the door open. 

"How the hell did you do that? Are you crazy? Wow! 
That’s beautiful! How did you break in? You’ll get us killed or 
canned or something, the guy’s probably a gangster or a judge 
or something, maybe some kind of pimp! I don’t believe it, 
you’re nuts but you’re terrific! Are you 
going to steal it? They’ll catch us in a 
minute, a Rolls in this neighbourhood’s 
like a rhinestone at Tiffanys!” She 
hadn’t even stopped to breathe. 

He chuckled at her analogy and said 
quietly, "No, hot silly lady, I’m not going 
to steal it, I’m just going to occupy the 
back seat for a while. Like you said, 
it’s as big as your apartment and I figure 
as comfortable as your living room. 
Best of all, there aren’t any nosy parents 
to disturb us, so let’s get in and draw 
the curtains. All right?” 

Boldly, he climbed inside, oddly ap¬ 
pearing to feel very much at home, a 
fact that she was much too excited to 
notice. "Lover, I’ve got to be completely 
out of my mind to be doing this, but then 
again, normal people don’t go around 
screwing strangers.” 

Karen appeared to have second 
thoughts about her last remark but she 
didn’t bother to clarify it, content that 
she had got her point across. She was a 
social outlaw and a very horny one at 
that. With little further prompting she joined him. 

Geoff was surprised, considering everything else that she 
had failed to notice, when Karen remarked that the interior 
lighting was especially bright. "Maybe whoever owns this 
baby has poor eyesight and trouble reading the labels on the 
bottles,” he answered, gesturing towards the well-stocked bar 
in front of them. "Would my lady care for a cocktail?” 

"No, I’ll settle for a cock,” was her immediate reply, her 
uninhibited behaviour setting him throbbing. 

She quickly took the initiative and kissed him full on the 
lips while her hand travelled up his thigh, stopping when it 
found his zip. "God, all this excitement has made me very, 
very hungry. Do you mind if I dine?” Geoff feigned surprise: 
"Well, if you insist.” "Yes,” she cooed, "I insist.” 

Wasting no time, she freed his rigid organ (quite an ordeal 
thanks to the tightness of his jeans) and began to stroke it 
gently but firmly, sending him to even greater heights of 
arousal and causing him to grope for her cunt in order to 
reciprocate. Curiously, she wouldn’t hear of it. 

"Not yet, lover, the first act is all mine.” Again, he couldn’t 
help but chuckle at her appropriate choice of words. The first 
act. If she only knew. 

No longer able to content herself with her erotic teasing, 
she slowly leaned over and took the tip into her mouth. Her 
tongue caught the clear drop of fluid that it hosted, this in 
turn being rapidly replaced by another. 
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As his hands tried vainly to clutch the soft leather uphols¬ 
tery, a signal that his initial end neared, she became more in¬ 
tense in her dining. Her hand pumped rhythmically while her 
head bobbed up and down, spreading her warm saliva over the 
entire surface of his bulging 'lollipop’ (as she sometimes 
referred to them) and the loud, wet sucking sounds being 
produced made him groan with delight. 

"Dinner is at the doorstep,” he moaned, now jerking his 
hips in perfect time with her ministrations. She gurgled her 
approval, sucking wildly, pausing only to implore him to, let 
it in, let it in’. Obligingly, he proceeded to do so to the accom¬ 
paniment of his own joyous shouts and her inhuman grunts. 

She became like a starving lioness devouring her prey, 
swallowing his gushing kemen in very audible gulps. Her hand 
pumped furiously, as though she thought it could prevent the 
flow from waning - and when he was finally drained, she con¬ 
tinued to suck, in a successful effort to keep him erect. 

She picked the most inopportune moments to notice things. 
Continuing to manipulate him, she raised her head and asked, 
"Do you hear that strange whirring sound? Listen. It seems to 
be coming from that box in the ceiling.” 

The box in question enclosed a pair of the 'bright reading 
lamps’ that were located on either side of a similar one that 
appeared to have blown out. Karen then spotted similar 
'malfunctioning’ lenses on the bar, both rear door panels, and, 
oddly, on the floor. "What do you suppose they are here for?” 
she asked, as if she didn’t really expect an answer. 

Geoff, genuinely intoxicated by her performance, chided 
softly, "Maybe we’re being watched.” For a moment, she acted 
as though she took him seriously but then exploded with 
laughter and exclaimed, "Then let the fuckers watch this! 
She pulled off her jeans, panties and blouse and placed her 
hairy crotch against the lens mounted in the bar. 

"Hey,” he jokingly warned, "don’t do that, you’ll fog the 
lens.” She cast him a repentant glance and purred, "If you 
don’t put this fire out,” pointing at her pussy, "I might very 
well melt the poor guy’s car.” 

The 'lioness’ sprang at him, impaling herself on his gleam¬ 
ing cock and forcing a ripe, juicy tit into his gaping mouth. 
He responded by sucking it hungrily and pounding at her with 
a force that caused her head to hit the padded roof. 

She, nonetheless, screamed, "Harder, fuck me harder, 
faster, break me open, make me beg you to stop!’ His foggy 
mind, in reply to the latter, seemed to tell him, 'Fat chance!’ 
This lady bordered on being more than he could handle, but 
he assured himself that at worst he would faint. What a terrible 
shame that would be. 

His powerful hands grasped her behind and he began to 
bounce her up and down as though he were using her to jerk 
himself off. Her wild gasps of, "Yeah, yeah, that’s it harder !” 
made it obvious that she enjoyed it. She moaned like one in 
the grip of a demon, sweating profusely and screaming, "Now, 
now, I’m going to come, you smokin’ son of a bitch!” 

Come she did and then limply collapsed on the seat beside 
him. His eyes felt heavy as he admired her fine, fine body, 
smooth and without a blemish, moving gently as she breathed. 
Lord, what a prize! She looked like an angel, fucked like a 
rabbit, sucked like a vacuum cleaner and, on top of all that, 
spoke perfect English. The best one yet. 

He was still smiling as his hand slid the panel aside. In 
sequence he flipped the switches marked Cameras 1 to 5 to 
the off position and cut all but two of the lights. 

He lit a cigarette, poured himself a Scotch and then leaned 
back thinking good thoughts. This film would make quite an 
addition to his library, a celluloid autobiography of his times 
among the swingers of America. 

'Geoffy boy’ took a sip of his drink and began to formulate 
a story to tell to sleeping beauty when she came to. In different 
ways, they would both remember this night. 

Casually drifting off, he dreamed of his next membership 
and an erotically entertained autumn of life, f 
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teeth and tasted the tangy excretion and heard the slip of her 

arse against the spread. 

As I moved in and out, she moved up and down. Even her 
toes pressed against my thighs. 

When I rose, she spread her legs so wide I thought she would 
split. The centre of her being, her femininity, seemed to beg 
for me. Her thighs quivered. 

I entered her swiftly. 

"Fuck me, darling!” Each utterance was a cry of relief. 
"Fuck me!” She spoke in sharp, short sentences. 

She raised her legs, waved her toes in the air, and squeezed 
me tighter and tighter. She knew the strength of her inner 
pussy muscles. She used them with subtle expertise. 

We moved together. Faster. Our skin rubbed together. It 
was as though we had been fucking for a lifetime. 

When my juices flooded into her, she screamed from the 
lower recesses of her throat. I thought she was dying. I clung 
to her. I continued to move. One last twist, turn, rotation; and 
her cunt gripped me like a vice. She held on to me 

Dressing in the sperm-smelling darkness, I leaned over the 
bed and kissed her. Her lips tasted of swollen sex. 

"Come back tomorrow?” she said. 

"I’ll try.” 

"I’ll buy some more groceries.” 

The next day I thought of the supermarket lady with the 
tight, tight shorts all day. When Susie entered the front door, 
I went out the back. 

I ran all the way to Ann Agee’s house. 

As I got close, I saw the long two-toned blue Mark IV sitting 
parallel to the curb in front of the house. The car looked ex¬ 
actly like Susie’s father’s. But I thought nothing else about it. 
I went directly to the side door. 

After I knocked, nothing happened. I knocked again. 

The door opened several inches and Ann, hair mussed, 
peered out. She held a housecoat to her neck. "What is it?” 

"You told me to come back.” 

"I said I’d buy groceries.” 

"But. . .” 

"I’ve been sleeping. Come back at 6.30. Okay?” 

I nodded. I turned, looked towards the Mark IV, and wand¬ 
ered back towards the supermarket. 

When 6.30 finally came, I punched out at the clock in the 
stock room. I ran out of the back door and down the dark 
street. The kitchen light was on when I approached the side 
door. I hoped she had something cooked. I knew I could use a 
good meal before settling down to loving. 

I stepped up to the door. I knocked. 

When she didn’t answer, I knocked harder than I had earlier 
in the day. I rapped hard and fast. 

At last, the door flew open. 

Standing in front of me, with tears pouring down her 
cheeks, was Susie. 

I opened my mouth, but I said nothing. 

She held a pistol dangling in her right hand. She dropped 
it to the kitchen floor when she said, "I killed the goddam 
bitch, Karl! I killed her! It was bad enough when she was 
fucking my Dad, but when she started screwing you ...” 

I stepped towards her and took her in my arms. I held her 
and kissed her. I saw Ann Agee’s naked body lying on the 
living room floor with blood running from between her legs. 
Her eyes were open but lifeless. Her lips were open but still. 

I felt Susie fumbling with my pants, and I leaned back and 
closed my eyes and dreamed of that perfect lady. 
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THE MOST 
SEXY 
STUNNING 
AND 

SENSATIONAL 
RECORD 
OF THE YEAR 

Kick off your shoes, let down your hair 
and join the lovely Fiona Richmond in 
the most erotic adventure of your life. 
Now, for the first time on record, you 
can share in a woman's most per¬ 
sonal fantasies, as with risque song 
and sensual speech Fiona lets you in 
on the formerly forbidden secrets of 
her private life. 

Fiona singing is naughtier than Eartha 
Kitt, sexier than Tina Turner and earth¬ 
ier than Georgia Brown. Fiona con¬ 
fessing is bolder than Germaine Greer, 
cheekier than Maria Schneider and 
funnier than Bette Midler. ("It hurt but 
it was lovely. Fie had me standing up, 
and it was funny the way his knees 
were trembling all the time. Fie kissed 
me, making my mouth ache as his 
tongue flicked almost down my throat. 
I'd just finished having another orgasm 
when he . . .") The songs are by the 
great Tony Newley; the words are 
Fiona's very own. It's an experience not 
to be missed! Frankly Fiona, the most 
outrageous and controversial long- 
player of our age, is on sale now. 



claim her husband killed her. The neigh¬ 
bours will testify they hated each other, 
and you might even get a big reward! 

You can go even further to ensure 
this happy turn of events. Carry a tape 
recorder, knock on his door and say: 

'Good evening, sir! I’m a talent scout 
for Universal Pictures. We’ve heard you 
have great acting ability. We’re doing a 
movie in the neighbourhood and won¬ 
dered if you’d be interested in making 
£100,000 for a few minutes of acting?’ 

(Needless to say, you have his com¬ 
plete attention.) 

'Could you please read the following 
lines: "Yes, I killed her - and I’m glad. 
Glad! Glad!”’ 

Because of the financial incentive, 
you’ll probably get a passable reading 
that will stand up in court as evidence 
her husband did the dirty work - after 
you carefully edit the tape, of course. Or, 
if you need the bread more than the 
honour of turning in a desperate crimin¬ 
al, you can tell her husband the whole 
plot - and blackmail the bastard. Not a 
bad solution either, right? 


That 'unfortunate occurrence’ in 
your flat could be a blessing in disguise 
in another way. If, upon snooping around 
her husband’s home, you find out he 
really dug her and would tear you into 
tiny pieces if he knew what the hell you 
two had been up to - then, you have this 
unique opportunity: 

'Good evening, sir! You don’t know 
me, but a friend of mine, I’m sorry to 
say, is having an affair with your wife 
and - what’s that? You’re going to get a 
knife and go and kill him? Fine, I’ll wait- 
and drive you over to where that devil has 


taken her!’ (On the other hand, why 
waste your petrol? Take his car.) 

You take him, naturally, to your 
apartment, where he finds his late wife 

- and also the guy to whom you owe 
£10,000, who you had thoughtfully in¬ 
vited over for the evening, claiming you 
intended to 'pay him off’. You did all 
right! The two of them will no doubt fight 

- the husband in an insane rage - and your 
buddy in a state of self defense and 
confusion - but they may kill each other 
off. Then you’ll have three bodies to 
explain, which isn’t good. So just help 
one kill the other. The survivor will be 
eternally grateful and in your debt. 

The Worst Possible Punishment 

Nothing really bad can come of an 
experience with the Late Lamented. If 
you just call the police and tell the truth, 
your wife or husband might be pissed 
off for a few years, but they’ll recover, 
and besides, you’ll be the hero of all your 
friends. And so you get caught trying to 
tip the body on to the nearest Council 
dump, what could that get you? A couple 
of years in the slammer, where with any 
luck you’ll discover another big Country 
and Western singer like Johnny Cash 
or Merle Haggard - and be rich beyond 
your wildest dreams! 


So now you’re prepared. You know 
exactly what to do if that chick gives 
up the ghost in the heat of passion. (If 
it’s in the back seat of a car, just toss her 
out and drive off.) 

But, you say, this can never happen 
to you because you’re dating a girl or 
guy who’s singled Well, then you’ve 
really got it made. Fat city! You just 
call the newspapers and shout the whole 
happy news. In no time at all you’re 
'Stud of the Year’! Because anybody 
who can literally 'fuck her brains out’ 
is this country’s kind of guy. Dig? 
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GRAFT* FAVORS, DUES - 
IT'S AIL WORK IN THE 
GOVERNMENT. 


Inside all is normal. 


THE PRFZ OF THE USA 
HAS BEEN ASSASSINATED, 
SO - THE PLA COME TO 
WASHINGTON IN PURSUIT 
OF THE KILLER AND FIND 
TO THEIR HORROR THE 
WHITE HOUSE ISA PAPER 
FACADE - THEY CUT 
THEIR WAY AROUND 
TO THE SIDE DOOR... 


OH MY GOD.' 

THE WHITE HOUSE 
IS JUST A 
FACADE -ARE 


JUST KEEP YAR EYES ^ 
ON THE GREAT HISTORICAL 
CEILING PUT IN LAST YEAR 
BY THE LATE FIRST LADY, 
GOOD GUYS... A 


I UNDERSTAND 
THIS IS THE NEW 
GOVERNMENT 
WEAPON IN THE 
POVERTY 
PROGRAM 


YOU OWN 
THE KENWORTH 
THAT'S 

DOUBLEPARKED 
OUTSIDF P 


OH BOYOHBOY •' ^ 

JUST LOOK AT THAT 
GOOD OLD-FASHIONED 
CRAFTSMANSHIP 


W- ALL OUR HOPES Jr 

^ houow ? 


_ ^ ^ 1 



Iff! 

c m ' 



Il SR 

M 

i - ^ 


















m mm 



BUT INSIDE A 
SURPRISE AWAITS 
THE PI A... 

TRAPPED! 


CIA Off FBI "f CIA WIZARD OF AVIS 

FBI OR CIA £ YFS. IT'S THAT RFD TFlFPHONf !! 

CIA, MAFIA, £ Nfl/MF THF BOSS-MFN - ONE TON OF PEANUTS FOR THE 
cpi . OR an w ciorr nor uuun uomfx TUFM alt ' 


NeXT MONTH. , . WH4T IS SHF ? 

, . .WHO IS THF POWFR ? 
...Will QUILLS QUIll THF PIA ?? 



















































. . . And Ass-esses the Situation 

Owing to a film of whisky over his eyeballs, Holliday needs a 
closer look to be sure the ass has class. It has! But it doesn’t 
just belong t’ Moll . . . Wild Bill Cock-Up has a claim on it, 
using it to stable his face on his overnight stop-overs in town... 
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Finally Bill Puts Lead in her 
Pencil-Box 

Wild Bill cuts loose wit’ some hot 
lead, and pretty soon the drinks are 
on Cock Holliday who serves whisky 
neat from the holes in his chest. A 
nice gesture . . . but Wild Bill has 
figured a more interesting way to 
settle his thirst! 
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Paris American Style 
Sir: The glamour and excite¬ 
ment of Europe’s most 
romantic city, Paris, attracts 
thousands of American 
women each year. Sightsee¬ 
ing with cameras slung over 
their shoulders or round their 
necks, they sit outside the 
bistros hoping some young 
French male will approach 
them, and from that meeting 
develop a relationship of 
short duration, preferably 
ending up together in bed 
enjoying a screw. 

"It’s the atmosphere, yuh 
know,” said a 40-year-old 
from New York. "Us girls 
breathe in the romance of this 
great city, an’ we just long for 
a goodlooking French guy to 
wheel us off to his hotel room 
or flat for a good fucking 
session - an’, boy, can these 
fellas fuck you! It’s like 
crazy.” 

Looking for a good time 
away from the chores of 
home or office, the women 
crowd the cafes and tabacs, 
in some cases showing off 
both tit and thigh, longing 
to be fucked. The French 
males don’t miss this type of 
opportunity, they’re game to 
screw any physically attrac¬ 
tive woman despite her age, 
particularly if she’s buying 
the food and drinks. They 
hustle these women wher¬ 
ever they may be, even follow¬ 
ing them into the churches, 
being helpful with bags or 
valises, explaining the fea¬ 
tures and history of the build¬ 
ing concerned, jostling 
closer, making no secret of 
their intentions. They rarely 
pick the wrong type, but if so 
she is dropped with such 
obvious disgust that her 
friends or companions are 
left under no misapprehen¬ 
sion as to why she is no 
longer of interest. 

Jean Bambert, an owner 
taxi driver, speaks both Eng¬ 
lish and German fluently, 
and plies his trade at the 
Gare du Nord and the Gare 
du Lyons which accommo¬ 
date thousands of tourists in 
the course of the year. "My 
fares chat to me instantly 
when they realise I speak 
English,” he says. Quite often 
after carrying up the luggage 
with the hotel porter he’s 
asked to stay for a drink, or 
to call back in the evening 
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to take them to 'a nice roman¬ 
tic spot that he can recom¬ 
mend’. No secret is made of 
what is desired and it’s not 
Notre Dame or the Louvre 
for which they are looking, 
it’s his own bedroom. 

When it comes to hustling 
Jean has the advantage of 
his countrymen who speak 
only a little English, and 
what they call 'that delight¬ 
ful and sexy French accent’ 
turns the women on. He says, 
'They like you to talk them 
into bed even when they have 
already decided to go’. 

"Many of my friends are 
artists, and in Montmartre 
when a woman buys a paint¬ 
ing she is sent by my friends 
to a small bistro nearby from 
which I operate: we chat and 
get down to business,” he 
says. Jean has often been 
given presents by satisfied 
customers, they buy him food, 
drink and clothes, often en¬ 
tertain him in the nightspots, 
and on occasions they have 
even paid his rent. "I would 
take this up full time but for 


the winter when there are 
few tourists,” says Jean. 

The beauty of fucking the 
Americans is the short time 
they spend in Paris and the 
fact that there is no involve¬ 
ment. European girls are 
passionate and clinging, and 
always seem to want to keep 
him to themselves. Not so 
with the Americans; they 
just want to tumble into 
bed, fuck like crazy, and when 
it’s over are quite happy to 
take him out to dinner, then 
go back to their hotel and 
forget him. 

"One woman of about 40 
who I picked up in the Louvre 
of all places, was looking at a 
nude painting, and when I 
spoke to her in French she 
answered in English, but I 
could see her weighing me 
up as if I was a prize bull. She 
told me outright that she 
wanted to fuck right away, 
so I took her to my flat and as 
soon as we were inside she 
was rubbing her hand against 
my flies and trying to take 
out my prick. 


"I undressed her slowly, 
kissing her body all over, 
took off my clothes as she was 
playing with her fanny, and 
without further preamble we 
were fucking away like mad. 
She twisted and bucked under 
me like a horse, screaming 
for me to fuck her again and 
again. Then she took me to 
dinner and gave me enough 
money to last me the week. 
A token of her deep feeling 
and appreciation, she said.” 

A friend of Jean’s named 
Marcel never thought about 
picking up the tourists as did 
Jean, but after visiting the 
Latin Quarter regularly with 
Jean, he decided one night 
to make up a foursome. 

They drove the women 
around the usual tourist 
spots in the city, and were 
treated to a meal and a visit 
to a disco. 

Not being very good at 
dancing Marcel felt at a 
disadvantage, and this was 
worsened by the fact that his 
English was very poor, so 
when asked to dance he de¬ 
clined, but the woman in¬ 
sisted, and when on the floor 
'grabbed me, and putting one 
hand on my rear tugged my 
crotch into hers which she 
had thrust out in antici¬ 
pation’. She rubbed her pussy 
up against him so hard that 
in no time his prick was 
thrusting against his 
trousers, the bulge plain for 
all to see. 

"Feeling embarrassed as 
well as randy, we went out¬ 
side and got into the taxi and 
in seconds flat I was on top 
and into her; she sucked me 
in as though this would be 
her last fuck on earth. We 
had it twice in the taxi and I 
spent the night in her hotel 
room - we were at it until 
dawn. On leaving she gave me 
800 francs and I realised, as 
Jean had said, the potential 
involved.” 

James H., Paris. 

Tantalising! 

Sir: I have read your mag 
with intense interest ever 
since Paul Raymond started 
it and really began to make it 
tick. I never thought I would 
have anything interesting to 
write to you about, which 
only goes to show how wrong 
one can be. Last night was a 
turn to page 96 










VISITING MASSAGE 
24 HOUR SERVICE 

486 4263 


r 




With the most 
attractive masseuses of" 
any sauna, private cubicles 
for topless massage, a 
sauna room to get steamed ^ 

, up in before your massage 
and a licensed bar to 
relax in afterwards. 

■^You can also have a two-girl topless 1 
^massage or our very special V.I.P. 

Visit Evas — it's a great place. 




!St Croydon Station. 


EVA S SAUNA & MASSAGEj 

81 London Road, Croydon, Surrey 
•VISITING SERVICE 
•MASSEUSES REQUIRED _ ^ 

Telephone 

01-681 6411 
.01-680 1008 



By really attractive young i 
girls who do know how to 
look after you, and who are 
waiting for all you men who 
may be feeling lonely and in 
need of the soothing 
complete relaxation a full 


Our masseuses have been 
specially trained to take 
care of you. Many of them 
having just joined us, 
previously being 
secretaries, receptionists j . 
etc. We choose them for 

their friendly manner and good looks, and we feel you 
will be very, very pleasantly surprised after a visit to us. 
So come along and see our girls soon - they are waiting 
for you. Try our exclusive VIP massage or our topless 
special. 

CLAUDINES 

30 EVERSHOLT ST, LONDON, NW1 

(Opp. Euston Station) 

Tel: 01-388 2760/2768, 01-387 6132 

Open 7 days a week 11.00 am - 1.00 am. 

No appointment necessary. Visiting service available. 

REMEMBER 

we are open Saturdays and Sundays. 
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most interesting experience 
for both me and my boyfriend, 
so much so that we decided 
you should be informed. 

The night started out very 
much as our usual 'turning 
on’ nights: we were both 
watching TV naked, and we 
do this without touching each 
other, to build up the atmos¬ 
phere. Ron decided he would 
have a bath, I decided to go 
in and help him, and got 
him horny by lathering his 
cock and balls. He played 
with my wet pussy while I 
continued to massage his 
good seven-inch rod. I got it 
really throbbing but he didn’t 
want to come right away, so 
we cooled off for a time. 

We dried each other, play¬ 
ing and stimulating each 
other, but not enough to 
cause a fucking session - in¬ 
stead we returned to watch 
the finish of a film we had 
been watching on the box. 
There was a rape scene in the 
film which got us both very 
excited - Ron started teasing 
my wet cunt and got my 
action going, then stated he 
was going to bed. 

When I followed him into 
the bedroom, he was lying 
in the centre of the bed, legs 
spread wide, holding, even 
for him, the best hard he’s 
ever achieved. I dived down 
on him and began to suck and 
lick his crankshaft. This 
aroused him further, but he 
asked me to slow it down to 
prolong the excitement. 

I played with his full, tight 
balls as I left his shaft and 
moved up and began to kiss 
and move my tongue in and 
out of his mouth. He trembled 
with excitement. 

Since he likes me to mas¬ 
turbate him now and then, 
using Vaseline, I applied a 
portion to his hot, throbbing 
prick which made his whole 
body quiver. I had barely 
started the up and down 


action on his cock, when he 
asked me to stop again and 
this time play with his balls; 
which I did gladly since I had 
become hot and excited to 
see him get so turned on. 
He was panting, grunting, 
squirming and moaning, 
which is most unusual for 
him, I can tell you. 

I squeezed and caressed 
his nuts, and, with my smooth 
greased fingers, moved my 
hand down and began to 
finger him behind, which 
made him let out a pleasur¬ 
able moan that made my hot 
and boiling pussy throb and 
ache for attention. It sweated 
and throbbed so much that I 
wrapped my legs around his 
right leg and pressed my 
cunt hard against it as I 
continued to move my fingers 
in and out and around him. 

I then returned to his prick 
which was pulsing erect and 
as full as ever, ready to 
squirt that precious semen. 

As I continued the up and 
down movements over the 
bulging head with my hand 
and fingers, we frenched, 
gasped and moaned with 
ecstasy together. I began to 
think he would explode if he 
didn’t come, as his rod seemed 
to grow and throb more and 
more. I nearly orgasmed my¬ 
self just watching him groan 
and gasp for air. 

We both trembled, and I 
pumped his red prick faster 
as he exploded with a great 
cry of pleasure all over his 
naked body and mine. Press¬ 
ing my wet, hot pussy against 
his thigh I humped and rocked 
as a stream of love juice 
pounded from me in bursts. 

His enormous hot load 
had covered us both and we 
lay there, frenching, as we 
rolled our bodies together in 
his seed. The night had been 
a most stimulating experi¬ 
ence for us both, we lay there 
and proceeded to fall asleep, 
our hearts still pounding, 
and our bodies still wet with 
sperm. 

We now try to make our¬ 
selves wait even longer and 
are beginning to use every 
inch of each other’s bodies 
before the final assault. 
Kathleen V., Bournemouth. 

Forty-fied 

Sir: Although I am 40, the 
greatest sexual experience I 


ever had happened only a few 
months ago when I met a 
woman a few years older than 
myself, but in years only. She 
had the most fantastic body I 
have ever seen. Although in 
her mid-40s, her breasts were 
truly magnificent, large and 
firm, the nipples when excited 
extended and hard. In spite 
of her age her cunt was 
covered with the finest pussy 
hair of the softest texture. 
But I digress, so will start at 
the very beginning. 

When she walked into the 
office one day I was immedi¬ 
ately turned on by her. We 
talked quite a bit that day 
and when I offered to walk 
her home she agreed. I was 
delighted. I took her for a 
drink at the local and we 
chatted until quite late, ar¬ 
ranging to meet at her place 
the following evening. 

When I called she invited 
me in and we sat around in 
the living room drinking 
white wine and talking away. 
Not long after we started 
kissing and after a few ex¬ 
ploratory attempts on my 
part, I thought she would 
suck my tongue right out by 
the roots. The thought struck 
me, that if she would suck my 
cock the same way I had 
plenty to look forward to. 

Before long we were roll¬ 
ing around on the big sofa 
and my now stiff prick was 
rubbing against her yielding 
cunt through our clothes. 
She wouldn’t let me get my 
hot, eager hands on those 
big, bouncy tits, but asked me 
to keep rubbing my prick 
back and forth on her hot, 
wet pussy. 

I had already come in my 
pants when she finally in¬ 
vited me to take her upstairs 
to her bedroom. She had one 
of those king-size beds, 
and we started rolling 
around on it with our clothes 
still on. Then she opened 
my fly and freed my aching 
cock, which had resurrected 
itself and was ready for 
action. 

She rubbed my foreskin 
slowly up and down, cradling 
my balls with her other hand. 
Then she put her moist lips 
to the head of my prick and 
began sucking and nipping 
it like it had never been done 
before. I could have come 

turn to page 98 



ON GENUINE 
AND GUARANTEED 


Marital Aids 
Sex-health 
Products 
Contraceptives 

Top quality products with famous names. 
Full money-back guarantee. All post free in 
U.K. Just compare these unbeatable prices. 
We will refund if you can buy better! 

CREAMS & SPRAY 

ERECTION CREAM Giant90gmsjar £ 1.50 
MALE HORMONE CREAM 
for penile conditioning ..90gmsjar £ 1.50 
FEMALE BLISS CREAM 90gmsjar £ 1.50 

VITAMINECREAM .90gmsjar £ 1.00 

STUD DELAY SPRAY . £ 1.70 


VIBRATORS 

STIMULANT VIBRATOR-the best 
of the si mple massagers with 
supertoner 

NON-DOCTOR VIBRATOR- the 
famous massager with 4 

interchangeable heads. 

TEMPTATION-the famous moving 
vibrator which twists and turns 
sensationally. 


£ 2.70 

£ 4.25 

£ 4.00 


PENIS EXERCISERS 


VACUUM DEVELOPER/EXERCISER. 

3 Sizes. Normal. Medium, Large. 

MALE MASSAGER- a superb rubber 
penile sleeve with super toner 
vibrator attached . 


£ 3.95 

£ 6.50 


EXTRA-SEX SUGAR 

The d rink for her - the wonder sex 
sweetener with sensational Oriental 
herbal extract.30gms £ 1.25 


TABLETS & CAPSULES 

MALEGLANDforhim. 100 £ 1.20 

LOVE ENERGY TABLETS for a boost 


FEMALE GLAND lor her 100 £ 1.30 

POLLEN 250 mg Super Potency & 

Strength 50 £ 1.50 

ORIENTAL GINSENG 250 mg Super 
Potency & Strength 50 £ 1.25 

VITAMIN E100mg 100 £ 1.00 


CONTRACEPTIVES “Durex” Brand 


36 GOSSAMER £ 1.15 

24 NU-F0RM £ 1.20 

24 FETHERLITE £ 1.30 

24 BLACK SHADOW. £ 1.45 

24 FIESTA £ 1.50 


£ 9.95 


■ TO: Conquest PRODUCTS 

! po BOX 600 , EYNSHAM, OXFORD, 
I ENGLAND 

I Please send items marked 

•| enclose Remittance P.O./CHEQUE 
| as payment in full. £., 

| Please add 25% for Air Mail charges. 


I Please t 

L°—■ 


Sj 
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YES! say goodbye to unwanted fat 
NOW! It's easy, safe and sure. 
Because new "magicgem" FATTI— 
BYE capsules contain the latest 
American inspired foursome formula 

— hugely successful with millions of 
slimmers the world over. 

Weight can be lost immediately 

— 12 pounds in just two weeks 
is the claim of the originator. You 
ca n lose the sa me — or even more — 
simply by eating sensibly and letting 
the fabulous FATTIBYE ingredients 
do the hard work for you! 

"AMAZING RESULTS" said the 
originator, and all because of a simple 
discovery fully explained in the 
incredible story included with every 
order. 

So why not let the FATTIBYE 
magic work its super slimming 
miracles for you — RIGHT NOW! 
POST THE COUPON TODAY! 


Mrs. B. H. of Bristol said: 

"Terrible name but marvellous 
product!" 

Mrs. J. R. of St. Leonard's said: 

"When / saw your advert I must 
admit I didn't believe it could work, 
but. I give my word and my thanks, 
since / purchased my first supply of 
Fattibye and began taking 4 a day / 
have lost 91b. in 3 weeks. For 2 years 
nothing else worked — no diet — no 
exercise! / shall recommend your 
product to friends." 

And FATTIBYE works equally 
well for both sexes! 



LLOYD'S LTD. 
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right then, but I wanted to 
wait until I was inside her 
cunt. 

Next we decided it was 
time to take off all our 
clothes. That’s when I got my 
first look at the greatest set 
of tits I’ve ever seen or 
sucked. 

I began sucking and chew¬ 
ing on those gorgeous nipples 
while she reached down and 
began rubbing and pumping 
at my prick again. As I 
reached down to her, I found 
that not only was her cunt 
hair soft, but also not too 
thick and this made it easy to 
find her clit and cunt hole 
with my tongue. 

We sucked each other for 
quite a while, she came five 
times and I was happy to 
suck up all the juices. She 
tasted really sweet. 

Finally neither of us could 
take it any longer, and she 
begged me to get on top and 
fuck her hard and long. The 
one thing I really appreciated 
was her use of words. She 
cursed and swore like a steve¬ 
dore when she was being 
fucked; more women need to 
learn to talk and ask for 
what they really want - if 
they don’t they’ll get less 
service and less satisfaction. 

She was so hot and wet, my 
prick slipped straight in at 
the first small pressure I 
applied to her slit. I then 
pounded right up inside the 
hot sucking tunnel between 
her legs, in and out, harder 
and harder, and all the time 
she was begging me to fuck 
her harder, fuck her for ever 
and never stop. 

Eventually I couldn’t take 
it any longer and began to 
shoot into that sweet scorch¬ 
ing cunt as if I would never 
stop. Thank God she came at 
the same time. It was with a 
moaning, sobbing cry that 
she dug her fingers into my 
buttocks, drawing every drop 
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from my pumping staff. We 
then lay together, utterly 
exhausted but smiling in con¬ 
tentment at each other. 

After a few minutes she 
bent over to suck my prick 
clean and forced herself up 
against my face for me to do 
the same for her tasty pussy. 
That was truly a fuck I will 
never forget. 

George W., Sandhurst. 

Oh, Baby! 

Sir: My girlfriend and I have 
been living together for al¬ 
most two years, but recently 
she has become most pos¬ 
sessive and demanding, con¬ 
stantly referring to the fact 
that we should get married, 
always suggesting that the 
Pill makes her fat and spoils 
her figure, and dropping 
hints that she would like to 
stop using it, stating that it 
gives her a 'psychological 
block’ and therefore prevents 
her from enjoying our sex 
relations to the full. 

She is great in bed, her 
sex appetite is more than 
healthy and in many cases, 
unlike most of her sex, she 
is the initiator, throwing her 
leg over me whilst in bed, or 
putting her hand straight 
on my cock. She often throws 
back the sheets and goes 
straight down on my prick, 
sucking and licking as 
though it were an ice lolly, 
and then turns around thrust¬ 
ing her cunt smack into my 
face, at the same time rubbing 
up and down on me. Often she 
will mount me, and if I’m tired 
and my prick is flaccid, will 
grind it against her cunt, 
sighing and moaning for me 
to fuck her. Usually she is so 
worked up in these circum¬ 
stances that after a few rubs 
of my prick against her pussy, 
she comes almost immedi¬ 
ately, and that makes me 
really wake up and take 
notice. As soon as the 
slightest spark of stiffness 
shows, she rams it home, 
sometimes practically 
doubling the poor thing up! 

'Nympho’ you’ll say, but 
you’re wrong, she really is 
concerned that I enjoy my¬ 
self as much as she, often 
asking me if I want to come 
straight away, or 'make a 
song of it’ as she says. 

Recently, however, she 
has taken to this new phase, 


which is really the subject of 
my letter. 

We had always agreed 
that there would be no kids - 
perhaps we had some idea 
tucked away in our minds 
that until a more permanent 
stage was reached, this would 
be right, but no w her constant 
talk is of her married friends, 
their children, and of course, 
why don’t we get married. 

I’m not really against the 
the idea; with a little patience 
on her part I probably would 
have come round to her way 
of thinking. I like kids, I love 
the girl, so why not? 

Then she tells me she’s 
pregnant. She goes to great 
pains to point out that her 
stomach is larger now than 
ever before, she often com¬ 
plains of sickness in the 
morning, although I’ve never 
seen it, and finally she 
tells me she’s going to see the 
doctor for a pregnancy test. 

Whether she did this or 
not I’ll never know, but upon 
my questioning her on the 
subject, she said she hadn’t 
been but would go as soon as 
possible. 

This decided me; I made 
an appointment with the doc¬ 
tor and after much protest¬ 
ation on her part took her 
along and asked for a com¬ 
plete check-up and a preg¬ 
nancy test. 

The doctor, a lady, gave 
my girl a thorough exami¬ 
nation, after which she inter¬ 
viewed both of us privately. 
She questioned me most 
closely during my interview, 
even asking if it was our 
eventual intention to marry. 
This took me completely by 
surprise, but before I realised 
it I had said 'Yes’. At this she 
gave me a peculiar smile and 
informed me she would for¬ 
ward the results of both 
examination and test as soon 
as it was possible. 

Can you imagine how I 
felt, and the expression on 
my girl’s face, when we re¬ 
ceived a report stating that 
she was in a first class state 
of health, was not pregnant, 
and enclosing a diet sheet and 
exercise chart, with recom¬ 
mendations for their use due 
to my girl being overweight. 

We both cried and laughed 
all night and we’re to be 
married next month. 

K.M., Devonport. A 













We know 

6 Women who are waiting 
to meet you! 


If you’re looking for your ideal partner... Someone who’d 
have all the characteristics you prefer. Age... Height... 
Appearance. Someone who likes to do the things you like to do, 
go to the places you like to go, and much, much more. Dateline 
can find her! 

Dateline International is a Computer Dating Service 
with over 80,000 members right now! We know at least six 
women who would love to meet you now! Six women whose 
personalities and interests complement your own. 

Meet the woman you’ve always dreamed about 
- Post the Coupon today! 

" ' " . ml, Dept. CBA 23 Abingdon Road , London WS 01-9376503 
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Mail today!: Dateline International, Dept.CBA 23 Abingdon Road, 
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/ THEATRE V 

WALKER’S CT., BREWER ST., W.1 TEU01-437 2661 \ 
An Erotic Adventure in French Pornography 


TWICE NIGHTLY 815 & 1015 OPEN SUNDAY 


THEATRE 

WALKER’S CT., BREWER ST., W.1 TED01-7341593 


THREE TIMES NIGHTLY AT 7 0 9 0 & 110 


THEATRE 

WINDMILL ST., W.1 TELOI-437 6312 
The Erotic Experience of the Modern Era 


TWICE NIGHTLY 8 0 & 10 
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